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One of the features of the recent 
exhibition held at Entebbe, British 
Fast Africa, was, we are told, a) 
Marathon race for natives. The | 
winner was Kapere, of the Kingdom | 
of Uganda. Very few persons over | 
here, we believe, 


the muff which has been laid aside 
for a moment, he gets a hearty bite. 
* * 
* 

A certain firm of estate agents 
announces that it is going to be more 
particular in its descriptions of the 
properties offered to the public. For 
instance, the phrase AND ALL THAT 





laugh heartily. It is rumoured that 
a famous Scotch artiste will make 
his début in the pulpit under the 
sobriquet of ‘‘ Harry Laudamus.”’ 
* * 
* 
The Tobacco Weekly Journal in- 
forms us that, owing to the fact that 
the available supply of cedar wood is 





had spotted him 
as a likely man. 
e+ 


Miss SYLVIA 
PankHURST has 
been summing up 
the characters of 
the Cabinet Min- 
isters, and  de- 
scribes Mr. Hat- 
DANE as’7 the 
“most flippant ”’ 
of them. Now 
that one gomes to 
think of it, the 
War Minister’s 


suggest Ariel. 
+? 

Sir Jonn Hare, 
The Daily Chroni- 
cle tells us, makes 
a point of read- 
ing every manu- 
script that is sub- 
mitted to him. 
This confirms the 
rumour that Sir 
Joun is thinking 
of retiring. 

+ * 

An ingenious 
doctor has dis- 
covered a use for 
the appendix, and 
those persons who 
have carelessly 
disposed of theirs 
are feeling rather 
sad. 

+? 

A medical gentle- 
man, writing in 
Comedia, explains 
that the physical 
massiveness of the 
majority of famous 
singers comes 
mainly from ab- 
normal develop- 





| PLAINTS. 


“HovsemMaip'’s KNEE,” ‘“ TENNIS-ELBOW,” 



































MALADIE DE SAISON. 


becoming scarce, 
all cigar boxes, 
except those used 
for the most ex- 
pensive. _ brands, 
will be made cf 
paper before long. 
The contents, in 
some cases, will 
be of the same 

material. 

* * 

ok 
Overheard at a 
Picture Show :— 
He; .“** That’s a 
pretty little Pasto- 








“Wrirer’s CRAMP,” &0., ARE COMMON COM- 
“ MISTLETOE-MOUTH ” IS THE LATEST. 


ral?’’ She: ‘* Oh, 
is that a Pastoral? 
Do you know, I 
thought it was an 
oil-painting ! ’’ 


“* CONTRACTORS, 
Ltd.,’’ a company 
formed to send an 
expedition to salve 
the sunken treas- 
ure in Lake Gua- 
tavita, near Bog- 
ota, Colombia, S. 
America, has, 
| according to The 
| Financial Times, 
| received the fol- 
| lowing report from 
Mr. Cooper, the 
manager of the 
expedition :— 





“ You will be pleased 
to hear that neither 
week of the past fort- 
night has been blank, 
although the value it- 
self is small. We have 
eight small pieces of 
gold and one gold bead, 
an earthenware olla 
(perfect) and a_ bird 








ment'of the lungs. We must confess 
that we had been under the impres- 
sion that it was due to a laudable 


* * 
* 


A capital use has been devised for 
the tiny toy dogs which are now so 


effort to make Grand Opera amusing. } 





much the vogue. Ladies are wearing 
them inside their muffs, and when a} 
footpad tries to extract a purse from 





MESSUAGE will have its last four 
letters cut off. 


* * 
* 


Arrangements have been made by 
the Rev. A. C. Dixon, the Pastor of 
the late Mr. Moopy’s Church, 
Chicago, for the appearance there 
every Sunday of raconteurs, who will 
tell funny stories, Mr. Drxon holding 
the view that all spiritual persons 





(earthenware) minus 

only the tail.” 

This must ke 
highly satisfactory to the share- 


holders, and it seems quite possible, 
with a continuance of good luck, that 
the next letter may report that the 
tail also has been found. 





“On this new ground it is proposed to lay 
down turf ternis courts, which are expected to be 
tar, macadam or asphalt.”—-Mentrose Standard, 
What fun if they should turn out to 
be grass after all! 
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MR. PUNCH’S PAGEANT. 


[On view January 2nd, 1909, and till the end of the month, at The 
Leicester Galleries, Leicester Square.] 
GenTLES that come from far and near 
To peep at Mr. Punch’s Show, 
And trace the route of his career 
From long and very long ago; 
Warm-hearted under wintry skies, 
He welcomes you on one condition— 
That you regard with friendly eyes 
His frank, but modest, Exhibition. 


From many a storehouse, see, he lays 
His treasures out, the new and old; 
Of types and modes, each passing phase; 
Here you shall have the tale retold; 
View his ‘‘ Mahogany-Tree ’’ (of deal), 
His ‘‘ Table Round”’ (the thing’s elliptic), 
And notice, hacked with homely steel, 
His Knights’ initials, plain or cryptic. 


Yet you will kindly not deduce, 
From hallowed relies here displayed, 
The impious doubt that age and use 
Can dim his eye or dull his blade : 
While Folly masks and Fashion veers 
He means to do his best endeavour 
To make you own the mellowing years 


Have left him just as young as ever. O. 5S. 








HEADLINES AND HISTORY. 

Tue following monograph has been sent in by Jones 
Minor of the Lower Remove, in answer to a question 
asked in his General Paper: ‘‘ What do you know of the 
Hastings Marathon? ”’ 

(Jones is a good boy, an ardent lover of Greek and 
English history, and a constant reader of The Daily 
Mail.) 

“The Hastings Marathon (which must be distin- 
guished from the Marathon Hastings) happened when 
WILLIAM THE PrrRsIAN CoNnQuEROR wished to invade 
England and claim the throne for himself. The King of 
England at the time was Harotp. He was a very brave 
man. His other name was Loncpoat. When Haroip 
heard that the Great Armada was coming he was not 
afraid. He was playing bowls with Mitiapes, the Earl 
of Northumbria, and he said, ‘‘ Shall we finish the 
rubber? ’’ And Mittrapes, who was called the Last of 
the Barons, said, ‘‘ Certainly.’’ After that they hung 
a white shield on the walls of London, and called out the 
hoplites and crossbowmen, and all ran as fast as they 
could in full armour to the sea. And they arrived in this 
order— 

1. PHeipipprpes. 

2. Doranno. 

3. Hrrewarp Tre WAKE. 
But when Herewarp saw that he was beaten he stood 
up and cried aloud, “I have only done my duty, as 
England expects every man to do,’’ and then plunged 
headlong in the tide, and was washed up drowned at the 
feet of Hero. But Doranpo protested that Parirpripes 
had been helped in the last lap by the god Pan, who 
gave him a bowl of Samian wine. So Doranpo got the 
prize, which may be seen at Battle Abbey to this day. 
Then WintiaM tHE Perstan tried to sail round into the 
Thames and take Iondon by surprise. But when he 


heard that The Daily Mail had sent men to interview 
him he preferred to lose his ship in the Wash. 


So 


ae 


UNGRATEFUL GUESTS. 
Il, 


““Do you see what you have done by this idiotic 
tomfoolery, Sir?’’ said Uncle PoLkincuorn, addressing 
me with a quite uncalled-for asperity. ‘‘ There can no 
longer be a doubt that several sitting round this table 
have been tricked into swallowing one, if not more, of 
these infernal tin trinkets of yours! ”’ 

I was deeply hurt by this, for, as I assured him, every 
article was not only solid silver, but actually hall- 
marked! But this did not mollify him in the least, 
He proceeded to enlarge on the consequences of a 
symbol’s finding its way into anyone’s appendix with an 
unreserve which I consider out of place at a dinner- 
table, while it was evidently making most of his hearers 
extremely uncomfortable. I tried to divert the con- 
versation to some happier channel, but he would not 
accept my lead. He declared that he could feel the 
dashed merrythought sticking in the back of his throat 
at that very moment, and more than suspected that the 
threepenny-piece had already reached an even less 
accessible part of his interior. Others might please 
themselves, but he’d be hanged if he, for one, was going 
to sit there enduring tortures both of body and mind any 
longer! And, rising from the table, he announced his 
intention of driving at once to the nearest hospital, and 
having whatever metal objects he had within him located 
by the X-rays. 

Following him out into the hall, I endeavoured to 
persuade him to wait at least till the end of the 
evening rather than cast a gloom over the whole 
party by so abrupt a departure. He might be mistaken 
about his symptoms, I urged, and at the worst I had 
every hope that if he would only permit Sowrrsurts 
and myself to hold him upside down for a minute or so 
we should succeed in shaking the merrythought, and 
probably the threepenny-bit, out of him. I mentioned 
instances within my personal knowledge of even half- 
pennies having been recovered by this simple process. 

But at this his fury became so ungovernable that he 
bounced into the lift without noticing my proffered 
hand, so I returned to the dining-room, fully ex- 
pecting that our other guests would have sufficient 
good breeding to ignore what kad passed. I was 
disappointed to find them apparently indisposed for 
conversation on general topics. Most of them, from 
their expressions, seemed too absorbed in silent specula- 
tions as to which of the company was now the uncon- 
scious receptacle of the ring or the thimble, and what 
not, to be amused by the antics of our little Frepa and 
FRANKIE, who, being both convinced that they had 
borne off the bell, were jumping delightedly about, 
declaring, with a child’s vivid powers of imagination, 
that they could hear it tinkling inside them. Only old 
AppLEsHAW (whose deafness had prevented any clear 
comprehension of what he had been looking for in his 
pudding), and Mamsell Scuiumprr (who, in her 
unfamiliarity with our language and customs, was under 
an impression that Uncle PoLkrtnGHorn had gone out to 
dress up as Santa Claus) remained unperturbed. 

I could see from Aaate’s face that, for once, even her 
social tact was unequal to the occasion, and that the 
party could only be saved from utter failure by my 
own savoir faire. I did all I could. I said we must 
not allow trifles of this sort to interfere with our enjoy- 
ment; Christmas, after all, only came once a year, s0 
why not be as jolly as we could? And I invited Aunt 








Harouip won and England was saved.”’ 





GRIZEL to pull the first cracker with me. To my amaze- 
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CUTTING BOTH WAYS. 


‘Tne Orp Year. “PARDON ME, BUT DO YOU REFER TO MR. WILBUR WRIGH! OR TO THE 


LIBERAL PARTY ?” 
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ment she burst into tears; and Acar, unable any longer 
to repress her anxiety about the twinnies, hurried them 
off to the nursery howling dismally, poor little chicks, 
at the prospect of concluding their merry Christmas 
with a dose of mustard and warm water! 

I would rather not dwell on the scene that followed. 
Aunt Grizen said that, though she had long been pre- 
pared to obey the summons when it came, the last thing 
she had expected was that it would be served in the 
pudding at her great-niece’s husband’s table! Surtven- 
HAM Papp bitterly regretted that, solely to avoid dis- 
appointing me, he had put off going in for his rest cure till 
Boxing Day, and asked what sort of rest I supposed he 
would enjoy now, with a confounded silver button 
pervading his system? Miss More said that she would 
have been grateful to me for relieving her of the burden 
of living, if only I had selected some less invidious 
means than a thimble of ending her existence. She did 
think that a little hard! Miss Austersury reminded 
me that she was there that evening in a semi-profes- 
sional capacity, my wife having asked her to come early 
in order to give her opinion of the children’s French 
accent, and she warned me that, should she experience 
any ill-effects from the ring, which she now distinctly 
remembered noticing when too late, she should certainly 
take advantage of the Workmen’s Compensation Act. 
She advised Mamsell, who had by this time gathered 
that the pudding had been somehow rendered unfit for 
human food, to follow her example. 

I told them they were jumping too hastily at con- 
clusions. It was not possible that they could each have 
swallowed a souvenir, because there were not nearly 
enough to go round. For all they knew and all J knew 
I might contain the entire collection myself. On which 
that brute Beastey SowersutTts remarked that that 
was highly improbable, especially as he had observed I 
had been careful to eat as little of the pudding as 
possible. Which was unworthy even of him, for I had 
scarcely had a chance of getting a mouthful! However, 
on this they all pitched into me together. Did I imagine 
they came to me year after year for any pleasure it 
gave them? They had come out of sheer kindness, 
to avoid hurting our feelings by a refusal, and this was 
how they were repaid for their self-sacrifice! After 
dealing them what I must have known would be so 
many death-warrants, I had tried to turn it off with 
callous flippancy! And more to the same effect. 

Well, I was so disgusted by their ingratitude that it 
was as much as I could do to remember that I was their 
host, and even as it was I told them a few home-truths. 
I might have said more, only, perhaps fortunately, I was 
interrupted by the entrance of our parlour-maid Lovisa, 
who brought in all the six symbols, carefully cleaned 
and neatly set out on a silver salver, with a message from 
Cook to the effect that her conscience had compelled her 
to remove them before boiling the pudding. I learnt 
afterwards that, on the evening I had stirred it, she had 
sat up till quite late extracting them one by one with a 
pair of pincers. But just then I was in no humour to 
resent what I still consider a piece of officious inter- 
ference on her part. 

““Now,”’ I said with dignified forbearance to my 
guests, who were looking uncommonly foolish, ‘‘ now 
perhaps you will see how unnecessarily you have all 
been alarming yourselves! ’’ And, as AGGIE joined us 
just then with the kiddies, who were rejoicing at 
having been let off their mustard and water after all, I 
really thought we should settle down and enjoy ourselves 
at last. But however it was—whether remarks had 


——__., 


been exchanged which could not be forgotten in a 
moment, or whether they suspected me of having played 
an elaborate practical joke upon them—the fact remains 
that there was a sort of constraint. I tried to get up a 
game of forfeits in the drawing-room, but it fell through 
somehow. The party broke up at a comparatively early 
hour, and AGair and I both felt it had gone off with 
considerably less than the usual éclat. 

Whether Uncle PoLkincHorn spent a_ pleasanter 
Christmas evening under the X-rays F don’t know. | 
sent him the complete set of symbols next day, with 
explanations and our love, but he never returned the 
slightest acknowledgment. And, as I began by inti- 
mating, we are sending out no invitations this year. 
We shall follow a practice now, I understand, prevalent 
in smart Society, and dine quietly en famille at the 
nearest Italian restaurant. F.A. 





THE OLD GREY MARE. 
Tere ’s a line of rails on an upland green 
With a good take-off and a landing sound, 
Six fences grim as were ever seen, 
And it’s there I would be with fox and hound. 
Oh, that was a country free and fair 
For the raking stride of my old grey mare! 
With her raking stride, and her head borne high, 
And her ears a-prick, and her heart a-filame, 
And the steady look of her deep blue eye, 
I warrant the grey mare knew the game: 
It was ‘* Up to it, lass,’’ and before 1 knew 
We were up and over, and on we flew. 
The rooks from the grass got up, and so, 
With a caw and flap, away they went; 
When the grey mare made up her mind to go 
At the tail of the hounds on a breast-high scent, 
The best of the startled rooks might fail 
Te match her flight over post and rail. 
While some of the thrusters grew unnerved, 
And looked and longed for an open gate, 
And one crashed down and another swerved, 
She went for it always true and straight: 
She pounded the lot, for she made it good 
With never a touch of splintered wood. 


Full many a year has come and gone 
Since last she gathered her spring for me, 
And lifted me up, and so flew on 
Unchecked in a country fair and free. 
I’ve ridden a score since then, but ne’er 
Crossed one that could live with the old grey mare. 








HOME HINTS. 
By “‘ Ermyntrvupe.”’ 

To bleach linen thoroughly (in reply to ‘‘ House- 
wife’), take half a pint of strong sulphuric acid 
(H,SO,), add a bucketful of cold water and boil gently 
for fifteen minutes over a slow fire—about four miles an 
hour will do—stirring in six ounces of pure lampblack 
till no lumps are visible. Soak the linen in this as 
desired. Any material bleached by this process can be 
regarded as of good quality. Do not let the hands 
remain in the solution too long or a slight discoloration of 
the finger-nails may result; also, in dealing with sul- 
phuric acid remember the rhyme of our schooldays :— 

“Little Johnnie’s dead and gone, 
We'll never see him more, 
For what he took for H,O 





Was H,SO,.” 
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THE TRIALS OF THOMAS.—No. 2. 


Thomas (ith dificuliy getting within hailing distance). ‘‘ Miss Maup! Miss Maup! WE must BE GOIN’ 'OME NOW, IT’S TWO O'CLOCK, 


AND MISTRESS SAID YOU WASN’T TO ’AVE A LONG DAY.” 


Miss Maud. “‘ You caN Go uoME. I MEAN TO SEE THE END OF TUE HUNT—IT'LL BE WORTH THE BIGGEST ROWING IN THE WORLD.” 














Don’t eat a hearty meal when bathing; you cannot 
give undivided attention to it. 

Don’t eat soup with your knife. If you are in a hurry 
it is much quicker to drink it from the edge of the plate. 

In answer to ‘‘ Gussie,’’ who queries the correctness 
of the statement she read yesterday, ‘‘Jam will not 
burn if the bottom of the pan is smeared with a little 
olive oil,’ we must confess that even without this pre- 
caution we have not found it a great success as an 
illuminant. 

To preserve plums whole, ‘‘ Angus,’’ kill as many as 
you require—the most merciful way is to stand them on 
their heads until they get congestion—then bake each 
plum separately for thirty minutes. When done they 
turn bright pink with green spots. Bottle, cork, and 
eat. The syrup may be strained into a pan and placed 
on the fire; this is much the best way of putting it out. 

“Jack ’’ and “‘ Jill’’ write to know if Ermynrrvpe 
can recommend a good lively parlour game for the 
Christmas holidays. She can, dear J. and J. Ask the 
company if they have ever heard of the amusement called 
the Laundry Game; it will probably be new to them. 
Blindfold all, except yourself; seat them round the fire ; 
enjoin silence; then take a big jug of water and walk 
rapidly round, pouring a pint or so down everybody's 
neck. On no account must the bandages be removed 
from the eyes of those participating. I hope you will 
find this quite a success. E.RMYNTRUDE. 





COMPETITIVE COUGHING. 


At home an influenza cold is reigning ; 
With chorused coughs our fireside is accurst; 
But my last wheeze | ’ll squander in maintaining 
That mine ’s the worst. 


For Hersert’s, though ear;splitting and deep-chested, 
The sort that makes the soundest lungs feel queer, 
Between ourselves, is easily arrested 
When no one ’s near. 


And Maseu’s, though continually hacking— 
A cracked discordance on a broken string— 
Is merely throaty, and completely lacking 
The proper ring. 


While mine, to their perceptible disgust, is 
A hollow bark that tears me with a clank, 
And, though I say it, should in common justice 
Take highest rank. 
But no, they seem to find my efforts wearing ; 
A sort of bluff to show what I can do; 
But never mind: I’m rapidly preparing 
A final coup. 
And, when they follow me in sad procession, 
While into self-reproachful tears they burst, 
My obsequies shall win me this confession— 
Mine was the worst. 
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SERIALS FOR 
II. 


Tue second specimen is from the 
reserve stores of copy at The Nation 
office. 

A PEEKLESS PARADISE; 
OR, 

Tat Enp or tue House or Lorps, 
By J. A. Hopson. 
Principal Characters: 
Iprauim Suivinsk!, an Egyptian 

Nationalist. 
Tord Boone, a dissipated nobleman. 
Lapy Yorick, a Socialistic Peeress. 
Prermk Assip, an Armenian Anar- 
chist. 
PortiA HAMPDEN 
Joan IRONSIDE 
SEMIRAMIS SANGUINETTI 
Joun WormMwoopswortH, a realistic 
novelist. 
HerBerT BASHINGIAM, 
tarian publicist. 
NeveR NEVERSON, 
philosopher. 
Synopsis or Previous CHAPTERS. 

IBRAHIM SLivinsk!i, the son of a 
Polish Jew and a Turkish mother, 
has been deputed by the Egyptian 
Nationalists to study the Woman 
Suffrage question in England, and 
on his arrival in that country takes a 
prominent part in the campaign 
against the House of Lords, and be- 
comes engaged to PortiA HAMPDEN, 
the leader of the militant Suffragists. 
While on his way to a great meeting 
at the Caxton Hall, he is assaulted 
by Lord Boop.r, a profligate noble- 
man, and challenges the aggressor to 
a duel in Finsbury Park. Just as the 
combatants are about to engage, 
Portia rushes on to the scene and 
shoots Lord Boonie dead with a 
dynamite pistol. Portia is arrested, 
and while she is awaiting her trial in 
Holloway the prison is ‘* rushed ’’ by 
ten thousand members of the 
Humanitarian Legion, mounted on 
cream-coloured thoroughbreds. After 
rescuing Portia, they proceed to West- 
minster to exterminate the Peers. 

Cnaprer IX. 

Lady Yorick, closely followed by 
Sirvinski and Asstp, was the first to 
burst into the Gilded Chamber. The 
Lorp CHANCELLOR was on his feet, 
and the intrepid Countess was in the 
act of hurling a bomb at him, when 
BASHINGHAM, in anguished accents, 
screamed out, “‘ Spare him. It’s 
LoreEsuRN, not Hauspury.”’ 

The Ministerialists, warned of their 
danger, fled to the lobbies, and then 
the grim work of slaughter began in 
earnest.- SLIVINSKI, armed with an 
Abyssinian scimitar, decapitated 


ALL. 


! Woman 
Suffragists. 


a humani- 


explorer and 





three viscounts with one blow. The 
Duke of NorTHUMBERLAND was trans- 
fixed by a poisoned boomerang, 
hurled with unerring aim by Boris 
PoLpowsk!, the patriotic Member for 
Houndsiditch. 

Round the Woolsack belted earls 
fell in heaps before the onset of Joan 
IrRoNSIDE and her Amazons. 

It was, indeed, a luscious spec- 
tacle, and yet Jonn Wormwoops- 
worti, the tender-hearted pessimist, 


could not restrain his tears as he 
witnessed the extirpation of the 


feudal magnates who had so often 
served to decorate his sombre chroni- 
cles of the countryside. 

At last he could restrain himself 
no longer. ‘* Stop,’ he eried in a 
voice of well-modulated but poignant 
anguish, ‘*‘ They are oppressors and 
reactionaries. But they are pic- 
turesque and well-groomed types.”’ 
At that moment a blow from an eel- 
skin stuffed with sand, wielded by an 
infuriated Humanitarian, caught him 
across his. well-chiselled features, 
and, with faultless deportment, he 
sank heavily to the floor. 

Ill. 
Even The Bazaar, better 
The Exchange and Mart, 
ing the infection, as the 
extract shows :— 
THE LUCKY BARGAIN. 
Principal Characters: 

Lady Mavup Cuarrers, a penniless 
beauty. 

Morpaunt VALDEMAR, a good man. 

Baron Pocur, an impecunious ad- 
venturer, 

Wiacy Boaxkes, a dog thief. 

Mary Mer, a wealthy spinster. 


known as 
is catch- 
following 


SyNopPsIs. 
Lady Maup Cuarrers, a beautiful 
girl of noble lineage, whose father, 
the Marquis of Boor, lost every- 


‘thing in the great fire of 1903, deter- 


mines bravely to turn to account her 
knowledge of dogs as a means of 
livelihood. She therefore establishes 
a kennel in the back-garden of her 
house at Notting Hill and breeds toy 
poms. These she advertises in The 
Exchange and Mart. It happens 
that Morpaunt VaLpeMarR, wishing 
to give a toy pom to Mary Meg, 
the daughter of a rural dean, to 
whom as a youth he became engaged 
and who will not release him, 
answers one of Lady Maunp’s adver- 
tisements, and correspondence fol- 
lows, leading to a visit to Notting 
Hill to choose a pup. Morpaunt at 
ence falls in love with Lady Mavup— 
real love—and Lady Mavup with him. 
He does not, however, say so, merely 
contenting himself with a few burn- 





ing glances and paying more than 
was asked for the pom. In parting 
with it Lady Mavp sheds such tears 
that he resolves to give it back to her 
by hook or by crook. She is, how- 
ever, bound to sell it as the brokers 
are in at Boole Hall, and the Marquis 
threatens suicide unless he can raise 
£12, the price of the pom. 

Morpaunt, whose sense of honour 
compels him to give the pom to 
Mary Mer, sinee he had promised it 
to her, arranges with WiacGy Boakgrs, 
a son of one of his old butlers, to get 
it back again, and this Wicey has 
just done. 


CuapTer XXXITI. 


Mary Mer woke up with a start. 
Something was wrong, she felt sure, 
but what was it? She listened. 
There was no sound! Ah, that was 
it. No sound. For no sound meant 
that Darlikins, the toy pom which 
Morpatnt VALDEMAR had given her, 
either was not there or was—dead! 
His breathing was naturally so loud 
—almost a snore, in fact. To hear 
nothing was terrible. 

Mary Mer’s heart stood still. 
Then she leapt from the bed and 
rushed into the next room, where 
Darlikins’ little wicker kennel, made 
in the shape of St. Paul’s Cathedral, 
stood. It was empty! With a 
shriek of dismay Mary MEE swooned. 

A man passing by heard the shriek 
and stopped. What was it? The 
man was Baron Pocne, a tall, hand- 
some, military type whose baroness 
any woman might be proud to be. 

He was on his way home after a 
late night at his club. He had lost 
all—as usual. He was always losing 
all. What should he do? Should 
he break into the house whence the 
scream proceeded. It would be an 
adventure, anyway. 

As he pondered Mary Mrr came 
to the window and _— screamed 
** Thieves! ”’ 

The Baron replied, ‘‘ What have 
you lost? ”’ 

““A pom,’’ she said. ‘‘I would 
give ten thousand pounds rather than 
lose it! ”’ 

Ah, thought the Baron, she is rich. 
Perhaps it is what I have been leok- 
ing for? 

** Madam,’’ he said, ‘‘ for a tenth 
of that sum I will find it!” 

‘* A bargain! ’’ cried Mary Meer. 

(To be continued.) 





A Note on Eggs. 

“Then Spain threw off the yolk ef the Moors, 
and once again relapsed.”—Nuneaton Observer. 
Spain should pocketed the 
white instead. 


have 
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DON’TS FOR 











IF YOU HAPPEN TO ARRIVE EARLY AND FIND THE BALL-ROOM ORILLY, 
DON’T puLL A BIT OF FLIMSY CHIFFON OVER YOUR SHOULDERS—SEND 
FOR YOUR WRAPS AND MAKE YOURSELF COMFORTABLE, 


IF THE BAND IS PLAYING TOO FAST OR TOO SLOW FOR YOUR FANOY, 
DON'T cHaNcE THE TIME OF YOUR STEP—SPEAK TO THE BAND. 





ieee 


IL--THE ETIQUETTE OF THE BALLROOM. 














DEBUTANTES. 


G 
& cia ¥ 7 
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CONVERSE WITH A FRIEND, ‘DON'T SIT MEEKLY WAITING TILL IT SUITS HIS ! 
OONVENIENCE TO COME FOR YOU—GO AND FETCH HIM, 














AND SHOULD YOU FIND YOURSELF WITHOUT A PARTNER FOR A DANOE, 
DON’T more—yoU CAN ALWAYS FIND SOMETHING AMUSING TO DO IF YOU 
LOOK FOR IT. REMEMBER—YOU ARF OUT TO ENJOY YOURSEL!. 
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PINKIE’S POST BAG. 


To Miss Pinkie, 
c/o H. Beerbohm Tree, Esq., 
His Majesty’s Theatre. 
Dearest PinxkieE,—Have you read 
my book, Peter Pan’s Post Bag? My 
friend, Miss PAuLINE CHASE, wrote 
the preface all in italics, and Mr. 
IleINEMANN very kindly published it 
for me. I expect you will soon be 
having a Post Bag of your own, so | 
send you this letter to make a 
start with. I want to say 
that I think you are simply 
wonderful, and that if there 
was any chance of my ever 
growing up you would be the 
woman for me. But Wendy 
is looking over my shoulder as 
I write, so I dare not say this. 
| should also like to send you 
several ‘‘ thimbles,’’ but am 
prevented for the reason given 

above. 
Your loving and devoted 
Perer Pan. 


Dear Mapam,—lI hear that 
Peter has been writing to you; 
so there is no need for me to 
add anything, except that I 
should be obliged if you would 
vive my best love to Tommy 
and say that I think him most 
frightfully fascinating. 

Yours faithfully, 
Wenby Darina. 


Dear Miss Priykiz, — Not 
bad. I see that the people 
who made your fairy-tale have 
picked up several notions from 
the Lane. But I still think 
we manage these things on 
more legitimate lines. You 
didn’t hustle enough; and the 
ssenery kept much too still. 
And then the idea of having 
un actual boy for the Prin- 
cipal Boy! Yours kindly, 

ARTHUR COLLINS. 


My pbeEAR Pinkir,—Do you 








child of nature, so far; and you 
would have to be taught some senti- 
ment about mothers (1 notice that 
you haven’t got a-mother—a grave 
omission); but you would soon pick 
that up. Of course if Miss ELLen 
TERRY goes on getting younger and 
younger and younger every year, I 
might want her for Wendy; and any- 
how I shall try and get your Queen 
of the Fairies to do my pillow dance. 





I have a contract with my present 








Mr. TREE PRESENTS THE QUEEN OF THE FalIries. 


think you could get Mr. Tree to let me | Starkey up till 1931; otherwise your 
understudy his Queen of the Fairies ?| gardener should have the part; and I 


| know I have not got her self-assur-! am always 


ance and air of experience, but I 

would do my best to acquire these 

qualities. Yours hopefully, 
ADELINE GENEE. 


Your best friend, 
J. M. Barrie. 


My pear Miss Pinxre,—This is 
what is called an open letter, mean- 
ing that you can show it to anybody 


My paruinG Pixxiz,—I do wish I} you like, except the part where I say 


could find some real children like you 
and Tommy for my Peter Pan annual ; 
because poor Michael feels a little 
lonely amongst all those grown-ups. 
Are you doing anything in 1914? Be- 
cause if net I should like you to play 


that I’m older than Molly. You 
may even show it to your old 
gardener, though I think his fun 
was a little out of the picture, as 
they say. You see, one of the most 
delightful things in your play was 


Wendy. Of course you are just aj the quiet way in which it parodied 





the usual pantomime; and here was 
a figure straight out of Drury Lane. 
Nearly all the rest was in such gentle 
undertones of humour. (I am talk- 
ing as if you were grown-up, because 
you seem to understand things.) 

I thought you were splendid, and 
the only thing about you I didn’t like 
(and that wasn’t your fault) was 
when you had to say all those clever 
things about the donkey’s long ears 
just after you had got into the dark 
wood. You would really have 
been much too excited to say 
anything of the kind. 

You were very fortunate in 
having such charming friends 
to play with—the elves especi- 
ally; and your Aunts and 
Uncle were much more attrac- 
tive than you supposed. How 
they managed not to see the 
fairies I can’t make out. / 
saw them quite plainly, and I 
am much older than Molly. 

{ think your play was 
almost as delightful for what 
it left out as for what it had 
in. I am very glad, for 
instance, that Cinderella’s 
Prince and Molly’s young man 
didn’t put in an appearance. 
I can just imagine how stuffy 
they ’d have been. Anyhow, 
they couldn’t possibly have 
been good enough for such 
very attractive ladies. I am not 
quite sure, by the way, that 
Cinderella and The Sleeping 
Beauty ought to have stepped 
into real life in the Third Act. 


People in Fairyland don’t 
quite do that, do they? Still, 


it was good to see them again, 
and I wouldn’t have missed a 
moment of The Sleeping 
Beauty, who was simply su- 
perb. And she could sing too; 
her song in the wood was the 
most yawny thing I have ever 
heard outside the Land of Nod. 
Some people think that your 
play was rather thin and slow 
in parts. Well, I hope it won’t get 
any quicker or thicker. As it was, 
there were far more good things in it 
than the audience could take in on 
the night I saw it. But then not 
everybody has a voice as clear as 
yours, my dear. And your theatre 
is so dreadfully big for small voices. 
My compliments to everybody, 
not forgetting Mr. Tree. I hope the 
Queen of the Fairies will bring him 
on before the curtain every night. 
Good-bye, and don’t ever grow up. 
And please let me be, now and 
always, Your adopted Uncle, 
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MUSICAL NOTES. 


TnouGH no official announcement 
has been made as to RicHarp 
STRAUSS’S hew opera, some inter- 
esting details, communicated by the 
composer’s friend, Professor, WANA- 
MAKER, to the Journal of Neurology, 
seem to make it clear that the sub- 
ject is Medea, and that it will be 
handled with all the restraint, deli- 
cacy and geniality which have 
marked his earlier contributions to 
the lyric drama. 

According to Professor WANAMAKER 
the libretto, for which Strauss him- 
self is responsible, follows closely the 
lines of the story as narrated by 
the great Lemprikre, and includes, as 
outstanding features of the drama, 
the murder by dilaniation of 
Absyrtus; the hypodermic injection 
of magical juices into the veins of 
Mson; the boiling alive of Pelias; 
the destruction of Glauce and the 
massacre of Glauce’s family; and the 
final slaughter of Medea’s own chil- 
dren, after which Medea trium- 
phantly escapes from the vengeance 
of her infuriated consort in a chariot 
drawn by winged dragons. 

During the greater part of the 
opera Strauss contents himself with 
a small orchestra of four hundred 
performers. But in certain scenes 
the executive personnel is largely 
augmented. Thus the orgies in the 
Temple of Heeate will be accom- 
panied by a group of twelve soprano 
Schreckhorns, fourteen octoroons, and 
a Goliardophone, a gigantic quadruple 
bass tuba, which, fitted with a Par- 
sons auxetophone, will emit sten- 
torian snorts every ten seconds. A 
special feature in the third Act is the 
employment of a superb steam siren 
to simulate the hissing of the caul- 
dron in which Pelias is boiled to 
death, the shrieks of the victim being 
represented by a group of twenty 
piccolos reinforced by ten peacocks 
and a live pig, who, according to 
Professor WANAMAKER, will be killed 
on the stage. 





A charming effect occurs in the 
first Act, where Medea tears her 
brother Absyrtus limb from limb, the 
rending asunder of the unfortunate 


Colchian — nobleman — realistically 
represented by a life-sized dummy 
stuffed with sausage - meat — syn- 


chronising with a terrific fanfare on 
forty - eight long Bach trumpets, 
While his death-rattle is gracefully 
Suggested by a cadenza on the 
xylophone, 
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Plumber (who, having had to chastize his boy, has used a half-inch iron rod), “AND MARK 


"EE, LADDIE! IT'LL BE A THREE-QUARTER-INCH ROD NEXT TIME! 
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Even more charming is the scene 


in which Medea slays her children in 
the presence of Jason. Here the 
psycho-pathological synthesis of the 
orchestra reaches an altogether un- 
precedented pitch. Each of the 
characters is typified by a different 
group of instruments—Medea by 
twelve flutes, twelve gongs and two 
tenor sitz-baths, Jason by ten bass 
clarinets, and the children by sixteen 
saxophones ingeniously muted in 
token of their death by suffocation. 





The scene of the last Act is laid in 
the Elysian Fields, where, according 
to the traditions mentioned by 
Srmonipes, Medea was married to 


Achilles and made him a model wife. | 


Srravuss, however, with his usual 
refreshing originality, represents the 
illustrious pair as leading a life of 
inordinate and strepitant misery, 
culminating in a diabolical Apache 
dance in which each tears the other's 
head off and puts it on to the wrong 
body. This finale, according to Pro- 
j fessor WANAMAKER, is not only the 
‘most sublime but the most soul- 
| staggering achievement in the entire 
‘history of the solar or any other 
system. 





Troubles of a Centipede. 

“The fever left all sorts of ills behind it, 
‘among others the loss of the use of his legs. 
| At twenty he fasted thirty days, and got rid 
of every one. Leperientia docet.”-—* Daily 
Express” Correspondent. 























a 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Decemper 30, 1908. 














wy, pi” 
yt TY 


- 


4 


Royal Marine (engaged in coaling ship). “ Wuen I sotseD THE CORPS THE SERGEANT "E SES TO ME, ‘IT’S "ARF SOLDIERIN’ AN’ 'akP 


yacnTiy’,’ "E ses. 1 SUPPOSE THIS IS THE BLOOMIN’ yacuTsN’!” 








BLANCHE’S LETTERS. 
Some CuristMAS HAPPENINGS. 
Broadlands. 
e Dearest Dapune,—We all vote 
Christmas a bore and a back-number, 
and yet we've given in to it once 
more, sending presents and cards ad 
nauseam, because none of us has the 
courage to stop the absurd habit. I 
do think that the person who could 
at once and for ever abolish Christ- 
mas cards and presents (I refer, of 
course, to those one has to give!) 
would deserve a front seat among the 
very greatest benefactors of our 
species; he ‘d be even greater than 
that extraordinary creature, Harvey, 
who was the first person to have his 
: blood circulate. 
People are simply most immensely 
mean about Christmas cards. 


fore. C’est bien elle! 





| 


| 


Fr ° 

A} Christmas 
year ago Aunt Go.Lpie sent me the|new motor-houses! 
card I'd sent her the Christmas be-|of them, of course? 


5 


her again this Christmas. This sort 
of thing is imposs. if you get your 
Christmas cards specially printed for 
you; but I consider that to be encour- 
aging Christmas, and so don’t do it. 
Bass always does; and has a little 
verse of high-flown, home-made 
‘*‘ poetry ’’ printed on them. I never 
know what she means. This year’s 
is:— 
“Glows the glowing yule-log bright, 
Flings its glowing yule-tide light 
On Friends afar and Friends anear ; 
May its radiance shine on vou, 
May its radiance shine athrough 
Th’ abysmal depths o° th’ yet untrod New} 


Year!” 





that you can go where you like in 
them. Mine's one of the very first | 
to be built, and is a little darling 
duck of a maisonette, furnished re- 
gardless. Faney being able to go 
bye-bye at night among all your own 
pretty-pretties, and to wake up in 
the morning a couple of hundred 
miles off! (Babs and Beryut and 
Wee-WeEE are devoured with envy. 
Their husbands couldn’t spend 
£30,000 on Christmas presents for 
them, and wouldn’t if they could.) 
Jostau certainly has his merits, and, 
as I’m very far from being a con- 
scicneeless woman, I consider that 


| when your husband gives you such 


Do you think it good? I don’t. | 
And Ray RiminetTon says it won't | 
scan, and that there ’s no such word 
** athrough.”’ 
JosiAn’s given me a most dilly 
present. One of the| 
! You ’ve heard | 
Houses, you 


as 


I sent it to| know, with a motor foundation, so, 


really nice presents you ought occa- 
sionallye to do as he wishes. So | 
gave in to his plan for a_ regular 
stodgy Christinassy Christmas down 
here, though it goes without saying 
that I’d much rather have stayed in 
town with the Non-Christmassers, 
Bosn and Wre-WeEkr, Norty, and a 
lot of others, who make a point of 
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EXILE DE LUXE. 















































Ex-Presiext Castro (in Berlin). “AH! HOW I AM TEMPTED TO RETURN AND FACE THE 
HARDSHIPS OF DUTY! BUT I MUST DENY MYSELF!” 
(Mr. Pexcn hopes that the Ex-President may have a satisfactory cure and soon be in a condition (physically, if not financially) to resume 
the regal luxury which marked the first days of his visit to Berlin] 
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dining at a restaurant on Christmas 
Day, avoiding all Christmas dishes, 
and trying to forget they belong to 
families or have any blood relations. 
Altogether they had a much gaudier 
time losing Christmas than the stuffy 
- who were keeping it. 

little Christmas storiette about 
the OLDPARKS is going round. 
was out in Texas, you know, as a 
younger son, ranching and cowboy- 





He} 





New Year. I don’t know whether 
he followed the advice. 

A number of us have been going to | 
a set of lectures at the ‘‘ Fitz ’’ lately 
on what d’you think, my dearest ?— 
Love! <A certain little French- 
woman undertook to teach nous 
avtres Anglaises how to love, by tell- 
ing us the stories of famous French | 
lovers. Her cheek, unlike her sub- 
ject, is pretty cool, don’t you think ? | 


course of it I said the woman who 
loved in vain was completely out, 
and we ’d no use for her to-day; and 
that, if 1 could come across a speci- 
men of her, I'd give it a good shak- 
ing and say: ‘‘ You donkey! What 
d’you mean by loving in vain? Don’t 
you think the men are conceited 
enough without that?’’ And Norry 
said, OW ell, anyhow the woman who 
loved in vain was better than the 





ing and all ‘that 
sort of thing, and 
he married the 
daughter of his 





pletely put away 3 ¥Cce “HOPE TO. 


Texan things, 


and so the Texan 





countess meant | 
to have a regular | 
pompous, patri- | 

| 


archal Christmas 
at Oldpark. There 
was to be a kick- 













RESUME BUS BUSINESS 
SHORTLY WITH ALL 


| 
goes in furiously THE OLD FEATURES 
for pomp and cir- | oe See 
cumstance, and, | Potion) 
in the language | NOVELTIES 
of her former | AY gps 
state, never | OUR RIVALS DO ‘ 
comes off the | THER CUSTOMERS 
roof. (It’s said | - WE DO THE RC ' 
that she’s been Rest! Wense uns: 
heard to speak | = ~ NO 
of herself as | CONSIDERATION 
“my ladyship ’’ | NECESSARY) 
— isn’t that | 5 + eS age ee 
lovely. ?) Well, 


i. SORDS JE 
ro pd m, &, 4 


i, 


ty 


“boss.” She was 

pretty and dol- 

larous, knew all 

about ‘“‘ round- 

ing up”’ cattle, 

and rode about _™ fs 
wearing a lasso BANKRUPT-1906 
and a rifle and ea 4 
all the other OLD CUSTOMERS 7 
little et-ceteras HAVE ONLY TO 

of a Texan toil- APPLY NEXT DOOR® 
ette. Since he for 
succeeded to the |MMEDIATE_ ATTENTION 
title and brought FXCEPTIONAL TERMS | 
her home, how- -— AS BEFORE: 
ever, she ’s com- 








woman who 
couldn’t love at 
all!’’ And I 
said, ** Where 
was the woman 
who couldn’t 
love at all?”’ 
And he» said, 
‘Oh, in lots cf 
places.’” And I 
said I’d never 
met the woman 
who couldn't 
love—and just as 
the discussion 
was getting enor- 
mously amusing 
JOSIAH came in 
and began to 
look for some- 
thing. He was 
so frightfully 
gruff and glum 
that I asked him 
if, by any 
chance, it was 
his temper he 
was looking for? 

I hear that the 
Bvutiyon - Boun- 
DERMERE woman 
had a big catch- 
’em-alive-oh on 
Christmas Eve, 
and there was a 
grown-up Christ- 
mas tree with 
absurdly expen- 
sive things on it. 
Bass invited the 


KNOCKS 

OTHER 
HOUSES 

SIDEWAYS !! 





GAME oN v ON ME 

Sbove SVEN Away } 
om [i 

ftouceo re Aun | 








7 ‘ na . 
| SranpinG For mis TrapeE Puorocrarm (Curisrwas aND New Year Seasoy, 1908-9). — = - 
(Lord L-nsd-wne.) anc they a 

a went. Most cf 








up in the big hall for the small tenants 
and the servants, and they were to 
have old-fashioned cakes and ale, 
and do moss-grown old country 


(she insisted on this part of the pro- 


gramme) sat on a dais, with their | 
coronets on, presiding over the 
revels ! | 

Poor dear OLpparK was telling 


Bosu about it despairingly at the 
Dawpiers’ a day or two before 
Christmas, and asked what he’d 





ne 


danees and jigs, ~ while the OLDPARKS | 


lt 
| 
| 


As if we wanted teaching about love ! 
The idea! Quand il s’agit des 
amourettes the French are so con- 
ceited! They think they can give us 
a stone and a beating over any dis- 
tance, from the T.Y.C. to the Gold 
Cup Course. Love has been quite 
the topic among us who ’ve been to 
the lectures. Discussion has simply 
raged. Bosu and Wre-WEeeE gave a 
Love Dinner; and I had a big Love 
Tea. But a téte-a-téte love-argu- 
ment is the best fun. Norry and I 


better do? Bosn advised him to get t | he ad a furious one when he ealled in 
lost, and be missing till well into the | Park Lane the 


other day. In the 





them don’t know the B.-B.’s at all 

—and haven’t the least intention of 

knowing them! Ever thine, 
BLANCHE. 





The Journalistic Touch. 
“Not a pennyworth of jewellery had been 
recovered except one or two articles of little 
value.”— The Daily Mail. 





“T do not find any particular objection to 
the scheme, and I believe it is all according to 
football Crocker.”—Sussex Daily News. 

In this football connection ‘‘ Crocker’’ 
is not at all a bad touch. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


Mr. Wituiam Somerset MavGuam must really take 
care or he will out-William the greatest of all the Wil- 
liams, with his versatile industry. Only the other day 
his plays were performing a pas de quatre, and now, 
while I forget how many of them are still on the track, 
comes The Magician (Hetvemann), displaying Mr. 
Mavuauam’s talent in a novel and extremely lurid light. 
‘None of your society rib-ticklers this time,’’ says 
WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR. ““I wants to make your 
flesh creep. I will a tale unfold whose lightest word 
will harrow up thy soul, freeze thy young blood, make 
each particular hair to stand erect like quills upon the 
fretful porcupine. Murder most foul, strange and un- 
natural.’’ Or, in the language of the halfpenny news- 
vendor—-*‘ Shockin’ revelations! An Old _ Etonian 
practises black magic. Creates homunculi with his 
wife’s life - blood. -— -—-__—___—__- 








In A Happy Half Century (Gay axp Hancock), which 
gives the title to a little volume of essays, Miss 
Repeiier reviews the literary products of the last 
twenty-five years of the eighteenth century and the first 
quarter of the nineteenth. The period begins with Miss 
Burney and closes with Miss Ferrier and Miss Jang 
Porter. Prominent among its stars are Mrs. Bar. 
BAULD, Hannan More, Mrs. Cnapone, Mrs. Monvacur, 
Mrs. Orie, Mrs. Hemans, and the authoress of The 
Mysterics of Udolpho. Miss Reppiier’s lament is that 
she and others among us were born a hundred years too 
late. What a splash we might have made with these 
amiable persons as competitors! In succeeding chapters 
the masterpieces of these and sister-writers are dealt 
with in detail, leaving on the mind of the reader a 
feeling of surprise that one who has read them all 
through is still alive, and, as the book testifies, in high 
spirits. When we come to think of it, it is amazing 
that such dull commonplace should for half a century 
have held the reading world in thrall. One who in a 

— morning newspaper is 








Mysterious death of 
the Murderer!’’ That 
gives you the skele- 
ton, so to speak, of 
Mr. Mavauam’sstory. 
There is a human 
interest in it as well 
—the grizzly fascina- 
tion by which this 
monster - creating 
monster attracts the 
young girl, who, 
loathing him like a 
poisonous toad, 
body, soul, and spirit, 
yet becomes his wife. 
In its natural as well 





628 MpmRow 





occasionally alluded 
to as “this present 
writer’’ heard Mr. 
GLADSTONErelate how 
he had once been in 
the sainted presence 
of Hannan!More, and 


how she gave him a 
book — probably one 
of her own. He 


spoke of the event as 
if it filled one of the 
proudest moments of 
a not uneventful life. 
Whilst Miss Reppruimer 
laments her own 
birth out of due sea- 
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as supernatural fea- | 
tures the story is | 
gruesomely clever. | 


EXPLODED REPUTATIONS. 
Tae Sirens. 


son, she will recog- 
nise what splendid 
opportunity Dickens 


-VI. 








But for my part I ————— 
don’t care to sup my fill with such horrors. 
me indigestion. 


They give 


I do wish that authoresses would be more humane. 
In the House of the Crickets (Smivn, ELprr), KATHARINE 
Tynan has completely wrecked a boat-train from Paris 
in order to destroy an unfortunate young man who had 
to be got out of the way, and incidentally, of course, 
has brought suffering and distress into the homes of 
hundreds of people who had nothing to do with the plot 
at all. There were reasons why the heroine considered it 
desirable that her first lover (whom she imagined to be 
the betrayer of her sister) should be got out of the way; 
still, I think that his elimination might have been 
effected with less of general discomfort. For the rest, 
the House of the Crickets (there were none on the 
hearth, I fancy) gives a well-drawn, pathetic picture of 
life on an extremely distressful Irish farm, and whereas 
I always believed before that the grig was a merry kind 
of beast I shall never do so again. There is one 
other point besides the railway smash that I feel 
obliged to cavil at. On page 292 KaTnerInE TyNAN says 
of her heroine that “ she had often thought how foolish 
were the misunderstandings of the novelists, devised 
just to keep the ball rolling.’’ Of course, as a matter 
of fact (if she had only known it), Hannah was in a 





novel herself all the time. 





and THACKERAY found 


in the field so carefully tilled for them. 





A DIRECTOIRE FROCK. 
LonG languid lines unbroken by a frill, 
Superfluous festoons reduced to nil, 
A figure like a seal reared up on end 
And poking forward with a studied bend; 
A shortish neck imprisoned in a ruff, 
Skin-fitting sleeves that show a stint of stuff, 
A waist promoted halfway up the back, 
And not a shred that ’s comfortably slack ; 


A multitude of buttons, row on row, 

Not there for business—merely made for show, 
A skirt whose meagre gores necessitate 

The waddle of a Chinese lady’s gait; 


A “‘busby ”’ toque extinguishing the hair 

As if a giant hand had crushed it there— 
Behold the latest mode! and write beneath, 
“A winter blossom bursting from its ‘ sheath.’ ”’ 








From The Montreal Daily Star of December 12th :— 

“The Servian papers announce a general boycott against Austria- 
Hungary. This probably is a bluff, but should it be true it will lead to 
immediate action on the part of Austria-Hungary dating from January 1 
next.” 





There ’s an example for Mr. Asquiti! 
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.... As Mr. Puncu drew nearer he saw that a Christmas Dinner Partv was in progress. It was the most 
extraordinary Christmas Party he bad ever seen, for everybody seemed to be quarrelling with everybody else. 

When they observed him, which they did quite suddenly, they stopped arguing with each other, and all shouted 
together : 

“No room! No room!” 

“There is always room for me,” said Mr. Pexci modestly ; and he sat down ina vacant chair. On his left side 
was a large bird which he recognised at once as the famous Double Fagle, but the chair on his right seemed at first sight 
to be unoccupied. 

The Double Eagle looked doubtfully at him. 

“Oh, it’s you, is it?” he said at last. “Then consider yourself censored, boycotted and blackballed.” Where- 
upon he resumed his occupation of pushing a small furry animal into his pocket—only pausing occasionally to scowl 
at his left-hand neighbour. 

“Have some Turkey ?” cried somebody to Mr. Puncn. 

The Sage looked round the table. “I don’t see any,” he said. 

“There isn’t any,” laughed another of the company. ‘ We've taken it all.” 

“No, they haven’t,” whispered a very small voice on Mr. Puncn’s right. “There's still a little of me left. But 
I’m not the bird I was. Not at all the bird I was,” he repeated in a doleful voice. 

Mr. Puncn turned round hastily, and found that there was indeed a small bird on the apparently unoccupied chair. 

“Dear me,” he said, “I never noticed you. Now perhaps you can tell me who all these people are ?” 

“With pleasure,” said the Turkey. “ Of course you recognise the person on your left—the Double Eagle?” 

“Yes,” said Mr. Puncu; “but I don’t quite understand what he’s doing. Who is that little animal he is pushing 
into his pocket?” 

“That,” said his neighbour in a melancholy voice, “ is the Bosnigove. It used to be mine really, but that Double 
Eagle took it away; and all I’m going to get instead is one of those little woolly things called Sandjaks. Well, then, 
further on you see the Serb. He’s very angry with the Double Eagle about it all, being a great friend of the Bosnigove’s, 
and.... I don’t know, but there may be a fight one day.” 

“T see,” said Mr. Puxcu. “And who is the person beyond you with the paper cap on?” 

“Tt isn’t a cap, it’s a crown—at least he thinks it is. That is the Bulgar Man. A very Bulgar Man,” added the 
Turkey with a sigh. 


“ 








At this moment the Double Eagle turned round suddenly and gazed at Mr. Pencn. 
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“Are you fond of riddles?” he asked abruptly. 

“Very,” said the Sage genially. “I always think that no Christmas dinner is complete without a few riddles 
And I may say that I am considered rather good at them.” 

“Then try this one. When isa Treaty not a Treaty ?” 

“ When is a Treaty not a ‘Treaty? I’m sure | shall guess that. When it’s a—-- When it’s a ——” he began | 
to murmur to himself; but the Double Eagle had already turned away, and was now flapping his wings violently vnder 
the nose of the Serb. Mr. Puyen was sure that there would really be a fight this time, and was about to jump up and | 
intervene, when the Bulgar Man leant over towards him. 

* Will vou,” he said, holding out a cracker, “ pull this with me?” 

Certainly,” said Mr. Pexcn, “ Crackers—how delightful!” 

“I do hope,” said the Bulgar Man, “1 > hope there’s a real crown in this one. Would you,” he went on anxiously, 
“would you call this one I’ve got on a cap or a crown? — It’s just like a crown, isn’t it ?” 

“T should call it a crap—I mean a cown-—that is to say, decidedly a-—” 

Bang! 

* Bother!” said the Bulgar Man. “A tin trumpet! And I did want a real crown so! Here, you, eateh,” and 
he threw it at the Serb. 

“TI ean tell you the answer to that riddle,” said a mild voice at Mr. Puncn’s elbow. “It’s ‘ When it’s broken.’”’ 

“Of course!” cried Mr. Pune. “So it is. It wouldn’t be a ‘Treaty any longer when it was broken, and so—— 
Heavens, what’s that?” 

“Tt’s only me,” said the Serb, as he took the trumpet from his mouth. Te had Jeft his chair and was now standing 
just behind Mr. Penci. ‘ L’m a very warlike person, [ am,” he went on. “ Did you see what that Double Eagle did to 
me? He flapped his wings in my face. I shall resent it—I shall certainly resent it most strongly. And I shan’t be 
afraid to tell him so. 1’m a Serb.” 

* They also Serb who only stand and wait,” murmured the Turkey. 

“You don’t think I’m afraid, do you?” eried the Serb, turning to him indignantly. “ Why, I’ve a good mind, 
a very good mind, to blow this in bis ear, just to show you.” i 

“Look here,” began the Double Eagle, turning round--— 

“Bang!” cried the Bulgar Man, as he pulled a eracker with himself, “ ‘This is a crown this time, I bet you 
anything.” 

‘* Peace, peace,” said Mr. Puncn, spreading out his hands. 

They quieted down, and waited for him to speak. 

“Gentlemen,” he said cheerily, “this is the maddest dinner-party I have ever been at. (Applause.) Now one of 
you asked me a riddle just now, which I have suceceded in guessing vicariously. (IIa! ha!) Inthe ordinary way I should 
expect to receive a prize for this; but in these special circumstances [ can see that it is all of you who will expect to 
receive a prize from me. (Murfiled ‘ Hear, hears’ from the Bosnigove.) I have, therefore, much pleasure in presenting you 
all with the first prize” (and here he plaeed a book upon the table), “in the hope that, whatever your differences 
may be, you will at least have this in common— an appreciation of my 





and Chirty- Fifth Volume. 
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Instructor. “‘ WHY DON’T YOU FIX BAYONETS ON THE WORD 0’ COMMAND?” 
Reeruit (vainly struggling to unsheath weapon). “ PLEASE, SERGEANT, IT ’S—ER —FIXED !” 
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Private Jones. “ FRIEN’—WITH BOTTLE.” 
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Sentry. “’AtT! Ov GOES THERE?” Sentry. “Pass, FRIEND! 











*ALT, BOTTLE!” 
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* How SHOCKING ! Ll AM SO GLAD TO THINK, DEAR, THAT WE SHALL HAVE OUR TENT WHEN WE BATHE TO-MORROW ‘i 
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HOW CHRISTMAS TOYS ARE MADE. 
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Castine “ Funny’’ Masks FROM LIFE. 
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LIFE IN THE LONDON SEASON. 


Drawn by Miss Daisy Meadowes (of Hopshire) out of her head. 





THE PALM ROOM AT THE CARLTON. 
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LIFE IN THE LONDON SEASON. 
Drawn by Miss Daisy Meadowes (of Hopshire) out of her head. 
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THE ENTRANCE TO THE BATH CLUB. 


+ 
4 i ae 
hii 
Ht 








771 NZS 
WH ii Ker wit “); 
































= 2 we 





ae 


ee eee 








Punch’s Almanack for 1909. 














¢ 
f oriteneg 
a ‘ta 

















SIGNS OF THE TIMES. 
Soy (at sound of horn). ““’ERE BE THE ’UNTERS 4-COOMIN’! ’ARK TO THE ’OOTER!” 
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A WEIGHT-FOR-YOUTH HANDICAP. 


[Dedicated to a young lady with a sensitive nose who complains bitterly that the long-haired youth of to-day make the atmosphere of a 


ball-room intolerable with the reek of their cosmetics. ] 


I stoop and watched her as she stepped 
In at the dance-room door; 
The gaze of all the well-groomed ‘* bloods,’’ 
Conscious of perfect ties and studs, 
Followed her where she bravely swept 
Over the shining floor. 


From brows on which no sign of toil 
Had come from thinking hard 
Their locks were trained in lengthy streaks 
(It must have taken weeks and weeks) 
And plastered down with care and oil 
And slabs of potted lard. 


But when, as those who bring a gift 
No woman yet refused, 
They kindly offered her a dance 
She gave their heads a searching glance, 
Threw up her pretty nose and sniffed, 
And begged to be excused. 


They bore their underrated charms 
Into the buffet-room, 
While she, who showed such want of taste. 
Allowed her admirable waist 
To be disposed within the arms 
Of men of riper bloom. 


Greatly intrigued that Age should snatch 
A boon to boys denied, 
I asked her: ‘‘ Can you tell me why 
You cast a preferential eye 
On older heads with thinner thatch ? 
Is it the brains inside? ’’ 


‘‘T hardly care for brains a bit, 
Not at a ball,’’ said she; 
‘‘ Give me a man with whom I seem 
To float like seraphs in a dream, 
And I'll not ask for pearls of wit 
Or plums of repartee. 


‘“* These boys may have the brains of mice; 
I look outside the head; 
The thing that puts me off is just 
Their greasy polls that catch the dust; 
Besides, my nose is rather nice—’’ 
(‘‘ I see it is,’’ I said). 
* * * * * * 
There are who simply loathe to wear 
A cranium smooth and blank; 
But, as I joined the mazy whirl 
With that extremely pleasant girl, 
To Fate that pinched my wealth of hair 
I heaved a pious thank. 
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RELIGIOUS PERSECUTION. 
Newly-arrired Private Chaplain of Scotch Nobleman (to keeper). “ ARE THERE ANY EPISCOPALIANS ON THIS ESTATE?” 
Keeper (whose mind is running on his pheasants). “'THAE BLACK-NECKIT YENS, YE’LL MEAN? No; WE SHOT THEM A’ OOT THREE YEARS SYNE!” 











A CHOICE OF ENDS. 


Stranger (in response to general movement behind him). “HE DOESN'T KICK.” Sportsman. “ Dogs HE BITE?” 


Stranger. “‘ No.” Sportsman. “ WELL, ANYHOW, WOULD YOU MIND JUST TURNING HIS OTHER END ROUND THIS WAY?” 
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Parson. “ Yes, Mrs. JOHNSON, IT’S ALL VERY NICE AND PRETTY; BUT HOW AM I TO GET UP THOSE STEPS INTO THE PULPIT?” 

Mrs. Johnson. “ WELL, REALLY, RECTOR, WE’D QUITE FORGOTTEN THAT! BouT IF YOU'LL MISS THE SECOND STEP, AND MIND THE ‘RED HOT 
POKER, PUT YOUR FOOT TO THE LEFT OF Mrs. JONES’Ss MARROW AND THE CABBAGE FROM THE HALL, YOULL ONLY HAVE THE ONIONS TO GET BY; 
BUT DON'T TREAD ON THEM, OR THERE'LL BE A TEAR-SHEDDING!” 
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Explorer (relating tiger story). “THERE WAS THE GREAT BEAST RIGHT IN FRONT OF ME. I WAS UNARMED, AND IT WAS CLEARLY 
NECESSARY TO TERRIFY HIM INTO SUBMISSION. WHat pip I po? J ——” 
Excited listener (who has heard about the power of the human eye.) “1 KNow. YoU—YOU L-L-LOOKED AT HIM!” 
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PERILS OF A PREDECESSOR OF MR. PUNCH. 
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SCENES FROM MR. PUNCH’S BENEFIT PERFORMANCE. 
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DROP-CURTAIN FOR MR, PUNCH’S BE 
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SAYS: Just before a race. 
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PUNCH’S BENEFIT PERFORMANCE. 
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MINCE-MEAT. 
By Our Charivariety Artiste. 


REALISING the fact that the cult of 
the Christmas Card is on the wane, 
an enterprising firm is advertising 
pianolas as an admirable substitute. 

* * 
* 

We wonder whether it is generally 
known that, ifthe - —— 
plan of a famous 
German _strate- 
gist be carried 
out, the invasion 
of this country, 
when it takes 
place, will happen 
on the afternoon 
of Christmas 
Day, at an hour 
when the entire 
British nation is 
rendered helpless 
by a surfeit of 
plum-pudding. 

* * 


* 

By the by, a 
little boy writes 
to ask whether it 
is a fact, as his 
mother tells him, 
that, if he eats 
too much plum- 
pudding and too 
many mince-pies, 
the currants will 
all come out on 
his face as spots. 





We are sorry, 
but we must 
really refuse to 


make trouble be- 
tween mother 
and son. 

* * 

The experiment 
tried in Panto- 
mime last year of 
having “ principal 
boys’’ of the 
male sex is to 
be abandoned. 
‘*Girls will be 
boys,’’ as the 
saying hasn’t it. 


** 
One of the fea- =7 sete menane 
tures of the ARB ONE!” 


coming Panto- - 
mime Season, we are told, will be a 
coon song of which the refrain is Sue, 
Sue, Sue. This incitement to litiga- 
tion will be welcomed by the entire 
legal profession, which, through no 
fault of its own, has for some time 
past been suffering from lack of 
employment. 
o° 

The Trustees of the Carnegie Hero 

Fund have, we hear, decided that 


their resources are not sufficiently 
large to enable them to make grants 
to policemen who have distinguished 
themselves by gallantry to cooks. 

* * 


* 
Some recently-published statistics | 
|against a gentleman of philanthropic 


show that old age, as a cause of 
death, is more frequent among cen- 
tenarians than any other class. 














A lady, the other day, gave one of 
her huge Directoire hats, of which 
she had tired, to a charwoman whom 
she occasionally employed. ‘‘ Oh, 
thank you, madam,’’ said the 
grateful recipient, ‘‘ I shall keep it 
for my three little girls. They can 
all go to church together in it on 
Sundays. 

* * 
* 


A curious shooting accident is 


oe ory Mioteg, 


OF YER—I TELL YER I’M SIMPLY CALLIN’ OF YER A LIAR, AND YER 
[Friendly relations resumed. 


reported. A Mr. Jones of Upper 
Tooting, who had never had a gun in 
his hand before, shot a rabbit last 
week. 

* * 


* 
We would caution our readers 
appearance who goes about asserting 
that he recently sent a cheque for 
. - £1,000 toacertain 
charitable __insti- 
tution. It seems 
| that, being of a 
retiring disposi- 
tion, he preferred 
his gift to be 
anonymous’ and 
so didn’t sign the 
cheque. 


* * 
« 


The danger of 
relying on trade 
terms! A lady 
writes to com- 
plain that an in- 
strument which 
she bought at a 
recent sale was 
described as an 
upright piano, 
but is now be- 
having most de- 
ceptively. 

* * 
* 


“This is cut- 
ting it rather 
fine, isn’t it, 
guv’nor?’’ said 
a cabby on re- 
ceiving a shilling. 
The fare looked 
angry for a mo- 
ment, then a 
wave of generos- 
ity passed over 
him. ‘‘ Very well, 
I’ll make it 
guineas,’’ he said 
as he handed 
cabby a further 
penny. 

+ * 
* 

He was a 

| simple - looking 

youth, and, as he 
entered the con- 
sulting-room, he 

———— said, “ Doctor, 
my head always feels muzzy. What 
do you recommend?’’ ‘‘ Have you 
tried a vacuum cleaner? ’’ asked the 
doctor. 


* * 
* 


We ought not to say it, for it 
sounds boastful, but we cannot resist 
drawing attention to the fact that in 
the foregoing paragraphs we have not 
made a single joke about the dis- 
memberment of Turkey. 
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THE PERFECT CHAUFFEUR. 
How he might be obtained. 





He should have had an unblemished After spending five years ata chauffeurs’ 


He should submit to phrenological examination, 
reputation at school. college— 


to show that the speed-craving bump 1s not over- 
developed. 
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He will then require to be 

measured on the “ Bertillon™ 

syftem, and should be photo- ; baal 

graphed in various poses for He should be perfet as regards physical fitness, and of course the dical e ts 
identification purposes. would be very searching. 















- 


A licence could be granted on his agreeing to 
weer his birth certificate, photograph, and 
finger-print in prominent places. 
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ACHES AND IVORIES. 


Mine is a flat on the uppermost floor of the mansion, |‘‘ Sorry to bother, but really—your baby—my dear sir, 
Far from the motor-bus, high above whistle and shout, Dammit, do something! ’’ I wrote, ‘‘ Yours in sorrow 





Hore I could: give my afflatus its needful expansion, | (and ire).”’ 
Ponder my numbers and patiently worry them out. He, the good fellow, replied that he pitied me deeply ; 
Calml oo I d —— sa | My lot was bitter, but his was more desperate still ; 
en ee eee ee |Thought, on the whole, I got off, by comparison, | 
Lived as a type of the homely industrious poor, cheaply ; 


Sat in — with myself and at peace with my neigh- | Begged that I'd give him my prayers! Poor devil, | 
Till they imported a beast of an infant next door. i will. 
a As for the rest of the world, it is cold and unfeeling; 
Bagpipes and bo’suns, a bushel of average babbies, Even my housekeeper—one in whose arms I was 
Screams of despair from a steamer that’s run on a nursed— 
shoal, Calls it a lamb! And whenever I yell to the ceiling 
Pulleys and brakes that want greasing, noctambulate, (“Cursed be the baby,” I yell, “ be the baby accursed !”) 
tabbies, 


Cries of the errant purveyor of cabbage or coal— Tells me in triumph (and glares as if I were the 


criminal) 
I was a baby myself! It was ever the rule— 
'Give ’em a baby in range, and the soundest of women ‘ll 
Sacrifice logic to sentiment—-silly old fool! 


Start them together from all the four points of the compass ; 
Throw in a gramophone able to penetrate walls ;— 
Then you ’ve a dream of the pandemoniacal rumpus 
Wafted abroad when that blessed homunculus bawls. | Daily I’m in at the death of my best inspiration; 
: ae | Nightly I find myself—roused by that infamous brat— 
First to the mother I entered a dignified protest: Sitting = oy my bed in bye perspiration, 
Said that the music was hard on poetical ears. Sighing for she-bears, or Herod, or something like that. 
Did it have any effect? Not the very remotest! 
Save when we meet in the lift and she mockingly | Ever the demon goes on, and despairing and hollow-eyed 
sneers. | Still (I am told) I must bear this preposterous din 


' _ While there ’s a tooth to be cut; by the lyre of Apollo, I'd 
Foiled, I endured for a fortnight; but fiercer and fiercer | Cut ’em—I 'd teach it to cut 'em—if I could get in. 
Daily the melody grew; then I turned to the sire:— | Dom-Dom. 
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AN UNDERGROUND IMPROMPTU. THE TUBE STEP. 
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Augustus. ‘“‘ HALLO, OLD MAN, HOW ARE YOU, AND HOW ARF YOUR PEOPLE, AND ALL THAT SORT OF SILLY ROT?” 
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INTRODUCTION. 

Dear Ernet,—Whenever I read a 
book or an article beginning ‘*‘ How 
to ——’’ I always throw it in the 
fire; and I expect you do the same. 
My ‘‘ How to’s’”’ are generally called 
‘* How to avoid paying rent’’ (but 
of course you can’t really), or, more 
comprehensively, ‘‘ How 





TO ACT A CHILDREN’S PLAY. 


the eldest sister to be the one who 
marries the handsome Prince; and 
at the same time you simply can’t 
let Muriel be the Queen of the Fairies 
and wear the ornamental lampshade. 
And so what are you to do? 

Well, by an extraordinary bit of 
luck I have a little play by me 


Dick and Harold (simultaneously). 
Bags I the wolf! 

Harold and Dick (eagerly). I said 
it first, didn’t I, uncle? Shut up; 
you didn’t. 

The Author. 1 shall want one of 
you to be the Prince. 

Dick and Harold. Bags I the 
Prince, anyhow. 





to Succeed.’’ Yours, I 
suppose, would be ‘* How 
to knit a shawl for 
Mother’s birthday,” 
which is a good thing 
to know, but rather a 
bother. Well, I just 
thought I'd tell you that 
this ‘‘ How to’”’ of mine 
is a different pair of bed- 
room slippers altogether ; 
and as your Uncle George 
has gone to a great deal 
of—I can’t help feeling 
—unnecessary trouble to 





Ethel. Hadn’t we better 
settle the parts after- 
wards, uncle? I’m go- 
ing to be the dear little 
Fairy Princess; how 
lovely! What will you 
be, Janet? 

Muriel. I don’t mind 
what I am. Do you, 
Enie? 

Harold and Dick. Ail 
right, then; I'll be the 
Wolf. 

[They start growling 
various tentative keys. 








illustrate my meaning, I 

do hope you will learn 
a lot from what I have said. | 
By the way, this is really a dedica- | 
tion, and so should have been written | 
in the third person, because it is so | 
much more dignified. I did begin 
like that, but the Editor stopped me; | 
he said he couldn’t help feeling that | 
what we were gaining in dignity we 
were losing in grammar. I think | 
perhaps he was right, but I shail | 

insist on italics, anyhow. 
Uncte ArtTour. | 





Tue Farry Grotro (with STALAcTITEs). 





which I wrote some I mean 
which I have just written especially 
for you. It is called 
The Wolf; 
or, 
Prince Rupert and the Fairy Princess. 


CuHapTeR I].—READING THE Puay. 


The Author. I think we 
shall have to get your 
cousin Tom to be the Wolf. We 
want a big one. Now then, I’m 
going to read it to you. Er—The—— 
| Dick and Harold (in fits of 
laughter). Won’t he look a sausage ? 
| Ethel. You don’t mind my being 
\the Princess, do you, Muriel dear? 
Because, you see 

The Author (angrily and loudly). 
| Will you all be quiet for a moment? 








Tuts is the most exciting moment}. _ | Now then—(very loudly)—THE 


of all, because of course everybody is 


WOLF 





| wondering what the play is about. 
Cuaprer I.—Cnoosine THE Puay. | The clever author (that means me) 


Or course the first thing of all to ‘is surrounded by the cast (that 


Wilfrid (suddenly). I—want—my 





do is to select a suitable play. The 


| 





Coaontne Cousin Tom. 
Wilbraham kids always do Dumb- 


crambo, and there is a man in 
London who does Hamlet; but 
neither of these is much fun. And 
the worst of the old fairy stories 
is that, though they have a splendid 
part for Harold and Wilfrid, there is 
absolutely nothing in them that will 
just suit yourself. I mean nothing 
really made for you. Now it’s a dif- 


ferent case altogether with Enid—| have to put the wolf in there, but he | 


quite a small part would do for her. 
But for yourself, you do expect as 


means the whole lot of you), and, 
after a hearty tea, he declaims hia 
work to them—to the accompaniment 
of shouts of laughter, bursts of ap- 
plause and the like. Something 
in this style: 


The Author. The—er—title of our 
little play is The Wolf; or-—— 

Ethel (reproachfully). Oh, uncle! 

The Author. What’s the matter 
now ? 

Ethel. You said there was a fairy 


| princess in it, and I was going to be! 


it, and it was to be the chief part. 

Muriel (loftily). I’d much rather 
be an ordinary human person. 
Wouldn’t you, Enie? 

The Author. But you are, Ethel. 
It is. 

Ethel. Then oughtn’t I to be in 
the title? 

The Author. You don’t understand. 
It’s called The Wolf; or, Prince 
Rupert and the Fairy Princess. I 


hardly comes into the play at all. 
In fact he only has a growling part. 


| 








UNcLE sHOWING CHILDREN HOW TO ACT. 


| 


mummy. 
—want 


I—want—my—mummy. 
[U proar. 





CuHapter III.—TuHeE Stace. 


As soon as possible you must come 
to some definite agreement with 
Mother about the drawing-room. The 
best way is to go into her room one 
morning when she is very busy writ- 
ing notes, and say quite anyhow (as 
though you didn’t care a bit): ‘‘I 
suppose, mummy dear, you don't 
mind our doing our play in the draw- 
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ing-room? Uncle James said * your science books; but I may say 
And then she ‘ll say: ‘‘ Don’t worry here that they are called stalactites 
now, dear, 1’m very busy. Yes, because that is such a difficult word 
yes, 1 know; run away, there’s a to spell. You remember the story 
darling.’’ So of course you run away of the harassed ambassador who was 
and tell the 


The legend is that he who looks into 
the water will see the face of his true 
love reflected ; and when Rupert looks 
in then you come and peep over his 


‘shoulder; so of course he sees your 


face too. 





others that 
Mother said 
oe 

About a week 
before the night 
you ll have to 
take charge of 
the drawing-room 
altogether; and 
if you can get 
Mother safely off 
to London to buy 
Christmas pre- 
sents before you 
really begin you 
will get on much 
faster with every- 
thing. There is 
no harm in 
Father staying 
on. He will be 
so glad that you 
aren't using the 








Then says 

Rupert : 

Whose is this 
lovely, this 
enchanting 
face? 

I’ve seen it once 
or twice about 
the place. 

And you sing 
softly : 

I am the fairy 
princess’ El- 
stnore ! 

(I’m sure I ve 
never seen the 
man before). 

And so on. In 
another _ picture 
you'll see how the 
cascade ’s done. 








Cnarrer V. 





library that he 
will actually help 
in some of the heavy work. Probably, embarrassed by a scintillating stalac- 
when you start moving the grand tite—well, it had to come into that 
piano, he will even suggest getting story. 

a couple of men in to do the thing To return to the picture: the 
properly. That, though, would spoil stalactites with the crease down the 
all the fun; and you must quickly middle are Cousin Tom’s, and the 


GETTING READY FOR THE NIGHT. 


Dresses AND 

Stace Direcrions. 

Brrore I come to the acting, I 

had better finish with what they call 

‘the properties ’’—which means the 

things you make out of other things 
ready for the night. 

As is always the case, the girls’ 

things are much 





assure’ him that 
WY VA hi 
YU {he Yj 
i! Yj 
4 
V4 


the whole idea V7 
was to do every- Vy Viyy Vi 4 


thing yourselves, / 
and that if he {/ 
took one end and | 
Uncle James the 
other you would 
show them ex- 
actly where you 
wanted it put. 











CuHapter IV. 

THE SCENERY. 

THE principal 
scene is The 
Fairy Grotto, and 
that of course 
is where you, 
Ethel, live for 
the first part of 
your life—until, 
in fact, Prince 
Rupert comes 











easier to get 
ready than the 
boys’. An excel- 
lent fairy-skirt, 
for instance, can 
be made from 
Mother’s best 
lamp -shade 
—the one with 
the frilly things 
hanging down; 
then, again, a 
tea-cosy makes 
a good crown 
for the Princess. 
But I can’t sug- 
gest anything 
that will do for 
Prince Rupert's 
costume. I really 
think that Miss 
Pringle will sim- 
ply have to set 








and kisses you 
and turns you 
into a mortal, which, between our-|rather baggy stalactites are Uncle 
selves, is a much better thing to James’s, and the ones with the stalag- 
be. Uncle George has drawn a pic-, mites fused on at the knees must be 
ture of this enchanted cavern, and Harold’s, and... Well, you see, 


Tue Nicut ItTse.r. 





to and make 
something for 


| Dick out of that piece of blue plush 
| that was left over. 


There is just one tip I must give 


| you about stage directions. It is very 


I want you to notice particularly the of course, how it is done. There 1s|important to pay attention to the 


stalactites hanging from the roof.|also, you notice, a wonderful magic 
You have read all about these in pool in the middle of your cavern. 


author’s directions to the actors, be- 
cause, after all, he wrote the play and 
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| gently down . 


you!’ you both cross over 


ought to know best how it should be 
acted. So when you read a note like 
this: ‘During this speech of the 
wicked Baron’s, Sunnylocks has been 
growing more and more frightened; 
he turns deathly pale, beads of per- 
spiration stand upon his brow, his 
knees tremble more and more, until 
at the last horrible threat his very 
hair stands on end with terror’’— 
when you come across this you must 
see that Harold really does carry out 
the author’s intentions. Most of it 
should be fairly easy for him, but the 


last direction does want a little 
scheming. The best way is to have 


a magnet suspended from the ceiling, 
and ready to be let down when re- 
quired. Then, just before he goes on, 
Harold must dip his head into Wil- 
frid’s ‘* Chemical Food ’’ (which, as 
you know, has a lot of iron in it to 
make him strong), and then at the 
critical moment the magnet is let 
Whereupon an 
extremely realistic scene ensues. 

Oh, by the way, don’t forget the 


moon. The best London people 
always have them full. I can’t say 
why. 


Cuaprer VI.—How ‘ro Act. 
Tue first thing to remember is that 
it is necessary to cross the stage 
every time you make a remark of 
any importance. I have never quite 


understood why this should be so, but | 


they always do it in London ; and what 
is good enough for them is 
good enough forus. Thus, 
if Prince Rupert is on the 
right-hand side of the 
stage and you are on the 
left, and he says, “‘I love 


before you reply ‘* Ru- 
pert! ’’ I fancy the reason 
must be that the common 
people who are stuck into 
the sides of the gallery can 
only see one-half of the 
stage; and as they got a 
bit tired of never seeing 
more than half the charac- 
ters in a night they com- 
plained to the fireman. He 
told the man at the door 
who says “ Stalls-to-the- 
left - dress - circle - this - way,”’ 
gradually it got up to the Manager 
himself, who made the new rule. 


Of course you have no gallery in the | 


drawing-room, but you may as well 
follow the general custom. Anyhow, 
it gives the audience a chance of 
seeing both sides of you. 

Uncle James will show you several 
of the more important gestures, and 
you must see that you get these 
right. For instance, when the Prince 


and | 


'declares his love he has to put both | and then, while he is telling his story 


hands upon his heart as he leans/|all over again (as most men would 
eagerly towards the lady. Of course! be glad to) you can be thinking of 


| 














Tue Cascane. 


by saying, “* There! I told him not} 
to have a second help.”’ 

Did [ mention umprovisation? That | 
means putting in your words when | 
you have forgotten mine. It is possi- | 
ble that you may have to do this| 
sometimes when your memory goes, 
as it does in History always; and 
then the great thing is to do it as 
naturally as possible. For example, 
the Prince may be telling you the| 
story of his adventures in the search | 


>; 
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THE WRONG WAY OF WORKING THE LIMELIGHT. 


for the magic ring. At the end of 

them you have to say: 

At such fierce deeds my maiden heart 
doth quail; 

And yet, fair sir, I thank you for your 
tale. 

Suppose, however, you have for- 
gotten those lines for the moment. 
Don’t be nervous; and don’t rely 
entirely on the prompter, because 
he may be busy. Just say with a 
| sweet smile, ‘*‘ What did you say?”’ 


oa 
<= 


most of the audience will understand | something nice to say afterwards. 
what is happening, but Grannie, who | 
is deaf, may not hear the words, and | 
she will probably upset everything | 


S| 


CuaetTeR VII.—Tue Niaut ItTsE.r. 


So, finally, after all your rehears- 
ing and dressmaking and scene 
shifting you will come to the night 
itself. Aunt Molly will be at the 
piano playing ‘“‘ The Waltz Dream,’’ 
when you will discover that the 
prompt-book has been lost; and at 
the same time Cousin Tom will dis- 
cover that the best pair of stalac- 
tites is his, after all. While he is 
expostulating with Uncle James, the 
curtain will go up, and Uncle James 
will say, ‘‘ You fool, drop that cur- 
tain! Oh, I beg your pardon, Miss 
Fellowes, I didn’t see it was you.”’ 


|Then Aunt Molly will play “‘ The 


Waltz Dream’’ over again, and 
Cousin Tom will come in properly 
and begin to growl. Having per- 


'formed his part with immense vigour 


he will retire into the wings and take 
his head off, when he will learn that 
the curtain has been down all the 
time, because they can’t start till 
the prompt-book has been found. 
Whereupon Harold will yell out he 
can see through the hole in the cur- 
tain, and Uncle Charles has it in 
his hand; and Uncle Charles, who 
has promised to prompt, but is now 
turning over the music for Aunt 
Molly, who is playing ‘‘ The Waltz 
Dream’’ for the third 
time, will be indignantly 
sent for. Aunt Molly will 
insist on coming behind 
the scenes too, to see if 
she can help, and Miss 
Pringle, who has _ been 
very busy in the green- 
room stitching up Prince 
Rupert, who had split at 
the last moment, will take 
her place and play ‘‘ The 


Waltz Dream.’ Then 
Uncle James will say, 
“Now clear the _ stage 
there, please. All behind 
the scenes. Where is 
everybody? Tom, come 


on. Now Miss Fellowes, 
we really are ready this 


time. The other cord, I think. 
'On all-fours please, Tom. No, the 
|other cord. .... Now, before Miss 


| Pringle begins again. 

Get behind, Harold.”’ 
And then, all of a sudden, every- 

thing will go perfectly smoothly... . 
And when it is all over— 


CuHapter VIII. 


THERE will be loud calls for the 
| author. A. A. M. 
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First Youth (late arrival). “‘Hatto! Wuar sort oF sHow Is IT?” 


Second Youth. “OW, SAME OLD THING. FIRST THE DEAR OLD CONJURER, AND NOW THE BALLY OLD CHRISTMAS TREE!” 
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Voice from upper regions. “* DEARIE, IF YOU CAN'T KEEP BABY QUIET, WHY NOT GIVE HIM SOMETHING TO PLAY WITH? 
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VERY ADVANCED GOLF. 


I. Tuts For rr! Il. Houen! 
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VERY ADVANCED GOLF. 


Important Notice (THE Batioon Hoe).— PLAYERS ARE REQUESTED NOT TO ASCEND TO THE GREEN TILL THE PLAYERS IN FRONT HAVE 
QUITTED THE LADDER. 
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